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COMPLAINT. : 


“NIGHT THE THIRD. 


“Rom fees where Thought in Fancy’smaze 
* — [runs mad, 
To Reafon, that Heay’ n-lighted Lamp in Man, 
Once more I wake; and at the Deftin’d hour ; 


_ Pundtual as Lovers to the moment fworn, 


J keep my Affignation with my Woe. 

O! Loft to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, . 
Loft to the noble Sallies of the Soul! 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone, 
Communion Sweet! Communion large, and High! | 
Our Reafon; Guardian Angel; and our God! 
Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft Remote; 
And All, ere Jong, thall he remote, but Thefe, 
How dreadful, 24ez, to meet them all alone, 
A Retanges Unacknowledg’d!_Unapprov’d! 

A 2 | New 


[4] 

- . Now woo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy breaft ; 15 

To win thy With, Creation has no more. 

Or if we with a Fourth, it is a Friend; 

But Friends, how mortel? . Dangerous the Defire. 
ALONE indeed, the Banifht from Himfelf, 


_ By Day’s Intrufions loud, and‘rude Affaults, 


‘Atide of Tumult; and‘a Storm of Tongues. 
‘Take Phabus to-yourfelves, ye bafking Bards! 
Inebriate at fair Fortune’s fountain-head ; 

And recling thro’ the wildernefs of Joy s ; 
Where Senfet runs Savage,broke fromRea/on’ g chaia, 
‘And fings falfe Peace,, till fmother’d.by the ot 
My Fortune is unlike ; unlike, my Song 5 3 
Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. , 

I to Day’s foft-cy’d Sifter pay my Court, | 
(Endymion’s Rival!) and her aid implore ;. 
Now firft implor’d in fuccour to the Mufe. — 

_ Tuou, who didft lately borrow. * Cynthia’s form, 
And modeftly foregoe thine own! O Thou | 
Who didft thyfelf, at midnight Hours, infpire! 
Say, why not Cynthia Patronefs of Song? 
‘As Thou her Crefcent, the thy Character, 

Affumes ; full more a Goddefs by the Change. 
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' ARE there demuring Wits, who dare difpute « 34 
This Revolution in the World infpir’d! 
¥ e Train Pierian! to the Lunar Sphere, 
In filent Hour; addrefs your ardent Call 
For aid Immortal; Le{s her Brother’s Right. 
She,. with. the Spheres Harmonious, nightly leads. 
The merry Dance, and hears their matchlefs Strain, 
A Strain forGods! Deny’d to mortal Ear ! | 
Tranfmit it hear’d, Thou Silver Queen of Heaven! 
| What Title, or what Name endears thee more? 
Cynthia! Cilene! Phebe !---or dott hear 
With higher guft, fair P---d of the Skies? 
Ig that the foft Enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Gircean charm? 
Come; but from Heavenly Banquets with thee bring 
The Soul of Song ; and whifper in mine ear — 
The Theft divine; or in propitious Dreams, 
(For Dreanis are Thine) transfufe it thro’ the breaft 
Of thy firft Votary ;---But not thy Laft ; 
If, like thy Namefake, Thou art ever Kind. 

Anp Kind Thou wilt be ; . Kind on fuch aTheme; 
A Theme fo like thee; a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soft, modett, melancholly, female, fair! 
A Theme that rofe salt a and told my foul, _ 
Twas 
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"Twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night f 62 
A Night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp, — 
Than that which {mote me from Philander’sTomb- 


4 


Narcifja follows, e’er his Tomb is clos*d. 
Woes clufter; rare are folitary Woes ; 


They love a Train; they tread each other’s Heel : 


Her Death invades His mournful right, and claims: 


The Grief that ftarted from my Lids for Him i 


Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Or fhares it, e’er It falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow, He more tnan caufes, He confounds ; 
For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend, 
And make Diftrefs, DiftraGtion. Oh Philander | 7 
What was thy Fate? A double Fate to me; 
Portent, and Pain! a Menace, anda Blow! 
Like the black Raven hov’ring o’er my Peace, 
Not lefs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. 
It.call’d Narciffa long before her Hour ; 
It calf'd her tender Soul, by Break of Blif, | 
From the firft Bloffom, from the Buds of Joy ; 
Thofe Few, our noxious Fate unblafted leaves, 
In this inclement Clime of human life. — 
SweEeT Harmonift! and Beautiful as fweet! 


And young as beautiful! and Soft, as young! 


And 


¢ 


And Gay as foft! and Innocent asgay! = $6 
And Happy (if aught Happy dere) as Good! 
For Fortune fond had built her neft on High : 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume, . 
Transfixt by Fate ( who loves a lofty Mark ) - 
_ How from the Summit of the Grove the fell, 
And.left it Unharmonious ? All its Charm 
Extinguifht in the Wonders of her Song ! 
Her Song ftill vibrates in my ravifht Ear, 
Still melting There, and with voluptuous Pain 
(O to forget her! ) trilling thro’ my Heart ! 
Sonc, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy! this 

Of bright Ideas, Flowers of Paradife (Group 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Skies ; as All 
We guefs of Heaven : Andthefe were all her Own : © 
And fhe was mine; and I was--- was moft bleft,-~ 
Gay Title of the deepeft Mifery ! | 
As bodies grow more pond’rous, rob’d of Life ; 
Good loft weighs more in Grief, than gain’d, in Joy. - 
Like bloffom’d Trees o’erturn’d by vernal Storm, — 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; | 
And if in Death ftill lovely, Lovelier There ; 
Far lovelier ! Pity {wells the ‘Tide of Love. 

And 
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And will not the Severe excufe a Sigh? = 0. —. 


Scofn the proud Man that is.afham’d to weep ;. — 
Our Tears tndulg’d.indeed deferve our Shame. 
Ye that e’re loft an Angel! pity me. 

Soon as the Laftre kanguifht in: her: Eye, 
~ Dawning a dimer. Day.on Human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the: Refidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fate.; and fcatter’d Fears.around — 
On all that faw,. (and-who could ceafe.to gaze 
That once had:feen ? ) «with: hatte, parental hafte, 
I flew, I fnatcht her. from. the rigid North. i 
Her native Bed, on which bleak.Boreas blew, - 
And bore her. nearer-to-the Sun ; the Sun | 
(As if the Sun -cou’d envy) cheekt his Beam, 
Deny’d his worited Succour, nor with more 
Regret, beheld her drooping, than the Bells 
Of Lilies ; Faireft: Lilies’! not fo fair. 

QueEEN Lilies! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in- Fields, and lead ambrofial Lives ; 
In-morn, and-ev’ning Dew, your beauties bathe, © 
And drink the Sun’; which gives your Cheeks to 


And out-bluth (mine excepted) every Fair 5 [glow, 


You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, — 
Which often cropt your Odors, Encenfe mect - 


To 
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To Thought fo pure ; her flowery State of Mind / 34d, 
In Joy unfal’n: Ye lovely Fugitives ! | 
Cozval race with man! for man you {mile ; 
Why not Smile at him too? You fhare indeed 
His fuddain Pafs; but not his conftant Pain. 
So man is made, nought minifters delight, 
But what his glowing Paffions can engage ;__ 
And glowing Paffions bent on aught Below, 
Mutt, foon or late, with Anguifh turn the Scale ; 
And Anguifh after Rapture, how fevere? 
Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking Fruit deny’d to mortal Tafte, 
While Here prefuming on the Rights of Heaven. - 
For Tranfport doft. Thou call on every Hour, | 
Lorenzo ? At thy Friend’s expence be wile ; 
Lean not on Earth ; ’twill pierce thee to the Heart 5 
A broken Reed, at beft; but, oft, a fpear ; 
On its fharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires, | 
Turn, hopelefsThought! turn fromHer: Thought 
Refenting rallies, and wakes every Woe. [repell’d, 
Snatcht e’er thy Prime! and in thy bridal Hour!» 
And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, fmil’d! - 
And when high-flavour’d thy frefh-op’ning Joys! 
And when blind man pronounc’d thy bli compleat { 
ee Bo And 
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And on a Foreign Shore! Where Strangers wept !\5? 
Strangers to Thee, and more furprizing ftilt, 
Strangets to Kindnefs, wept : Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman Tears ; ftrange tears! that trickled down 
From marble Hearts! obdurate Tendernefs ! 
A Tendernefs that call’d them more fevere, 
In Spight of Nature’s foft Perfuafion Steel’d : 
While Nature melted, Superftition rav'd ; 
That, mourn’d the Dead ; and This deny’d a Grave. 
_ ‘THETR Sighs incenft ; Sighs foreign to the Will! 

Their Will the Tyger fuckt, outrag’d the Storm: - 
For oh! the curft Ungodlinefs of Zeal! | 
While finful Flefh relented, Spirit nurft 
In blind Infaliibiliity’s embrace, | 
The Sainted Spirit petrify’d the breatt : 
Deny’d the Charity of Duft, to fpread 
O’er Duft ! a charity their Dogs enjoy. 
What cou’d I do? what Succour? what Refource? 
- With pious Sacrilege, a Grave I ftole ; 
With impious Piety, that Grave I wrong’d; 
Short in my Duty ! Coward in my Grief! 
More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept 
' With foft-fufpended Step, and muffled deep 
In midnight Darkne&, whiffer’d my Laft Sigh. 

| I whif- 
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J whipper’d what fhou’d echo thro’ their realms; = 497. 


Nor writ her’ Name, whofe tomb fhou'd pierce the — 
Prefumptuous fear ! how durft Idread her foes, [Skies, 
While Nature’s ‘loudeft Diétates I obey’d ? | 
Pardon Neceffity, Bleft Shade! Of Grief, 
And Indignation rival burfts I pour’d ; 


—Half-gxecration mingled with my Pray’rs 


Kindled at man, while I his God ador’d ; 

Sore-grudg’d the Savage land thy Sacred Dutt; 

Stampt the curft Soil ; and with Humanity, 

(Deny’d Narcif[a,) witht them Alla Grave, 
Giows my Refentment into Guilt? What guilt 

Can equal Violations of the Dead? 

The Dead how Sacred ? Sacred is the Duft 

Of this Heaven-labour’d form, erect, divine! 


_ This Heaven-affum’d majeftic robe of Earth, 


He deign’d to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure bright, and cloath’d the Sun in Gold. | 
When every Paffion fleeps that can offend ; 
When Strikes us every Motive that can melt ;, 
When man can reek his rancour uncontroul’d, 


_ That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and Jl-will ; 


Then, fpleen to Duff ? the Duft of Innocence? 
An Angel’s Dut |---This Lucifer tranicends 3. 
| When 
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When He contended for the Patriarch’s bones, 206 


*T was not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride; 

The Strife of Pontif Pride, not Pontif Gall. 
Far lefs than This is fhocking in a Race 

Moft wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love; 

And Uncreated, but for love Divine; _ | 

And but for love Divine, this Moment, loft, — 

By Fate reforb’d, and funk in endlefs Night. 

‘Man hard of Heart to man! Of horrid things 

Moft horrid! Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange! 

_ Yet oft his Courtefies are fmoother Wrongs ; 

Pride .brandifhes the favours He confers, 

And contumelious his Humanity : 

What then his Verigeance?: Hear it not, ye Stars! 

And thou, pale Moon! turn paler at the Sound ; 

‘Man is to Man the foreft, fureft Ill. 

A previous Blaft foretells the rifing Storm ; 

O’erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall; 

Volcano’s bellow ere they difembogue ; 

Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 

And Smoak betrays the wide-confuming Fire's 

Ruin from Man is moft conceal’d when near, 

And fends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow.. 

Is this the F Hehe of Fancy? Would it. were!. 


_ Heaven’ g 


~ 


~ 
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Heaven’s, Sovereign faves all Beings but Himfelf, 2 30 
‘That hideous Sight, a naked human Heart... | 


Frr’p is the Mufe? and let the Mufe he fir’d: | 
Who not inflam’d, when what He fpeaks, he feels, . 
And in the Nerve moft tender, in his Friends? . 
Shame to Mankind! Pbzlender had his Foes: 
He felt the Truths I fing, and Iin Him: 

But he, nor I, feel more. Paft Ills, Narciffz! 

Are funk in Thee’; Thou recent wound of Heart! 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs ; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous IIIs that fwarin’d 
O’er thy diftinguifht Fate, and cluft’ring There 

Thick as the Locuft on the land. of Nile, | 
Made Death more deadly,and more dark the Grave. 


-Refle& (if not forgot my touching Tale) 


How was each Circumftance with Afpics arm’d ? - 
An Afpic, Each; and All, an Hydre-Woe. 
What ftrong Herculean Virtue could fuffice?-—- 
Or is it Virtue to be conquer’d Here? 
This hoary Cheek a Train of Tears bedews, 
And each ‘tear mourns its own diftin® diftrefs ; : 
And each Diftrefs diftinétly mourn’d, demands | 
Of Grief ftill more, as heighten’d by the Whole, _ 
A Grief like ths Proprietors exctudes; a a 
; | Not 
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Not Friends alone fuch Obfequies deplore, 254 

They make Mankind the Mourner; carry Sighs - 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way, 

And turn the gayeft Thought of gayeft Age, 

Down their right Channel, thro’ the Vale of Death. 
Tue Vale of Death! That hutht Cimmerian Vale,: 

Where Darknefs brooding o’er Unfinitht Fates, 

With Raven wing incumbent, waits the Day 

(Dread Day!) that interdiés all future Change, 

That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin! 

Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought! . 

There \et my Thought expatiate; and explore 

Balfamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 

Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, .Here. 

For gay Lorenzo’s fake, and for thine own, 

‘My Soul! “ The Fruits of dying Friends farvey, 

“© Expofe the Vain of Life ; Weigh Lifeand Death, 

‘* Give Death his Eulogy; Thy: Fear fubdue ; 

‘© And labour that Firft Palm of noble Minds, 

s¢ A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb.” 
Tus Harveft reap from thy Narciffa’s Grave, 

As Poets feign from jax’ ftreaming blood 

Arofe, with Grief infcrib’d, a mournful Flow’r ; 

Let Wifdom bloffom from my mortal Wound. 

a? And 
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And fr, of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Thefe? 9 2 74 
Rich Fruit this Tempeft in our Bofom throws, 

Few Minds will gather in our Life’s Serene: 

It brings us more.than Triple Aid; an Aid 

Tochace our Thoughtlefnefs, Fear, Pride, and Guslt, 

Our dying Friends come o’er us like a Cloud, — 

To damp our brainlefs Ardors ; and abate 

That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wife. 
Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to fmooth _ 

Our rugged Pafs to Death; to break thofe Bars . 

Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 

Crofs our obftructed way ; and, thus, to make 
Wellcome, as’ Safe, our Port from every Storm. | 

Each Friend by Fate {natcht from us, is a Plume 

Pluckt from the Wing of human Vanity, _ 

Which makes us ftoop from our aérial Heights, 

And dampt with Omen of our own Deceafe, 

On drooping pinions of Ambition lower’d, 
| Juft {kim Earth’s Surface, ere we break it up, 
O’er putrid Pride to fcratch a little Duft, 
And fave the World a Nufance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels fent on Errands full of Love ;_ 

For us they languifh, and for-us they die: 
And fhall they languifh, fhall they die in vain? 
© a Ungrate- 
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Ungrateful fhall we grieve their hov’ring Shades, 392 | 
Which. wait the Revolution in our Hearts? 
Shall we difdain their filent, foft Addrefs ; 
Their pofthumous Advice, and pious Prayer? | 
Senfelefs, as Herds that graze their hallow’d Graves, i 
Tread under foot their Agonies and Groans; . 
Fruftrate their Anguifh, and deftroy their Deaths? / 

‘LORENZO! no; theThought of Death indulges 
Give it its wholfome Empire, let It reign, = 
That Kind Chaftifer of the Soul to Joy ! 
Its reign will-{pread thy glorious Conquefts far, 
And ‘till the Tumults of thy ruffled breaft; — 
Aufpicious Aira! Golden Days begin! 
The Thought of Death, thall, like a God, infpire. 
And why not think on Death? Is Life the Theme 
Of every Thought? and With of every Hour? 
And Song of every Joy? Surprifitg Truth! 
The beaten Spaniel’s fondnefs not {fo ftrange. 
To wave the numerous Ji[s that feize on Life 
As their own Property, their lawful Prey ; 
Ere man has meafured half his weary Stage, | 
His Luxuries have left him no feferve, 
No maiden Relifhes, unbroacht Delights ; 
On cold-ferv’d Repetitions He fubfitts, 


| 


And ) 
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And in the taftelefs Prefent chaws the Paft: | “3 26 


Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down, - 
Like lavifh Anceftors, his earlier Years ~ | 
Have difinherited his future Hours, : 
Which ftarve on Oughts, and glean their formerField: 
‘Lrve ever Here, Lorenzo! fhocking Thought! 
So thocking, they who with, difown it, too; . 
Difown from fhame, what they from Folly craves 
Live ever in the Womb, ‘nor fee the Light? ; 
For what live-ever Here >-——With labouring Step 
To tread out former Footfteps? Pace the Round: 
Eternal? To climb daily’ Life’s worn wheel, _ 
‘Which ‘draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat, 
The beaten Track? To bid each wretched day 
The Former mock; To furfeit on the Sante, 
And yawn our Joys? or thank a Mifery 
For Change, tho’ fad? To fee what we have fen : 
Hear, till unheard the fame old Slobber’d Tale? — 
To tafte the tafted, and at each return : 
Lefs taftful; O’er our Palates to decant: 
Another Vintage? {train a flatter year, 
Thro® loaded Veffels, and a laxer Tone? 
Crazy Machines to grind Earth’s wafted Fruitst 
ill-ground, and worfe concocted ; Load, not Life! 
, C The 
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The Rational foul = of Exeefs!. : © 30 
Still-ftreaming Thorough fairs of dull Debauch! : 
Trembling each Gulp, left Death thould {natch the 

Sucu of our Fine Ones is theWith refin’d! [Bowl. 
So would they have it: Elegant Defire! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls, and Wilds? 
But fuch Examples might their riot awe. ! 
Thro’ want of Virtue, that is, want of Thought, 
(Tho’ on bright Thought they father all theirF lights) 
To what are they reduc’d? To love, and hate _ 
The fame vain World; to cenfure, and efpoufe — 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day; To flatter Bad. 
Thro’ dread of Worfe; ; To cling to this rude Rock, 
Barren, to. them, of Good, and Sharp with Ills, 
And hourly Blacken’d with impending Storms, 
And Infamous for wrecks of human Hope, —_ 
Scar’d at the gloomy Gulph that yawns Beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs! Such their Pangs of Joy! 

’T 1s Time, high Time to fhift this difmal Scene. 
This huge’d, this hideous State, what Art can cure? 
One only; but that One, what All may reach; _ 
Virtue.-~-She, wonder-working Goddefs! charms, 
That Rock. to bloom ; and tames the painted Shrew; 
| | And 
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And what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 374 
To Life’s fick, naufeous Iteration, Change; ~~ 
And ftraitens Nature’s Circle toa Line. 
Believ’ft Thou This, Lorenzo? Lend an Ear, 
A patient ear, Thou’lt bluth to Difbelieve. 

A LANGUID, leaden Iteration reigns, 
And ever muft o’er Thofe, whofe joys are joys | 
Of Sight, Smell, Tafte: The Cuckow-feafons fing 
‘The fame dull Note to fuch as nothing prize, 
But what thof Seafons, from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Senfe indulge: But nobler Minds | 
Whieh relith Fruits ad aah by the Suz, 
_ Make their Days various; various as the Dies 
On the Dove’s Neck, which wanton in 47s rays. » 
On Minds of Dove-like innocence poffeft, 
On lightned Minds that bafk in Virtue’s beams, 
Nothing hangs Tedious, nothing Old revolves, 
In That, for which they long; for which they | live. 
Their glorious Efforts wing’d with Heavenly Hope, 
‘Each rifing Morning fees ftill higher rife ; 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefents — 
To worth maturing, new Strength, Luftre, Fame; 
While Nature’s Circle, like a Chariot-wheel | 
Rowling deneath their elevated Aims, 


/ 
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Makes their fair Profpect, fairer every Hour ; 39% 
Advancing Virtue, in a, Line to Bhifi:* | 
Virtue, which Chriftian Motives beft infpire ! 
“And Blifi, wich Chriftian Schemes alone infire. | 
Anp fhall we then, for Virtue’s Sake, commence 
: Apoftates ? and turn Infidels for Joy? 

A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 
“He fins againft this Life, who flights the next.” 
‘What is this Life? How Few their Fav’rite know! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our Embrace, 

By paffionately loving Life, we make | 
Lov’d Life unlovely ; Hugging her to Death. 
We give to Time Eternity’s Regard ; 

And dreaming take our Paffage for our Port. | 
Life has no Value as an End, but Means ; 

An End deplorable ! a Means divine } 

When’ tis our All, ’tis Nothing; worfe than Nought 
A Neft of Pains: when held as Nothing, Much: 
Like fome fair Humourifts, Life ts moft enjoyd, 
‘When courted leaft; moft worth, when difefteem’s 
Then ’tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace + 
In Profpect, richer far 5 Important ! Awful ! 
‘Not to be mention’d but with Shouts of Praife! 

_ | | Not 


~ 
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| Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy! -L2/ 
The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs! 

WueERE nowthe Barren Rock? the saintedShrew? 
Where now, Lorenzo: ! Life’s eternal Round? | 
Have I not, made my triple Promife good ? 

Vain is the World, but. only to the Vain. : 

To what compare we then this varying Scene, | 

_:Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines? 

Waxes, and wanes? (In all propitious, Night 

Affifts me Here) Compare it tothe Moon; - | 

Dark i in herfelf,-and Indigent; but Rich ~ 

In borrow’ d Luftre from a higher Sphere: - | 

‘When grofs Guilt interpofes, Labouring Earth © 

O’erfhadow’d mourns a deep Eclipfe of Joy ; 

Her Joys at brighteft, pallid to that Font 

Of fall effulgent Glory, whence they ffow. _ 
Nor is that Glory diftant: Oh Lorenzo! 

A good Man and an Angel! Thefe between 

How thin the barrier? What their Fate divides ? | 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a Year ; 

- Or ifan Age, it is a mornent {till; 
A moment, or Eternity’s forgot: | 

Then Be, what once they were, who now are Gods; 

Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies. > 

Starts 
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Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Pag? hdd 
The foft Tranfition call it; and be chear’d; 
Such It is often, and why not to Thee? 
To hope the Beft is Pious, Brave, and Wife, 
And may Itfelf procure, what It prefumes. 
Life is much flatter’d, Death is much traduc’d; _ 
Compare the Rivals, and the Kinder crown. © 
“* Strange Competition” ---True Lorenzo ! Strange! 
So Little Lsfe can caft into the Scale. 

LIFE makes the Soul Dependent on the Dutt; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the Spheres: 
Thro’ Chinks,ftyl’d. Organs, dim Life peeps at light, 
Death burfts th’ Involving Cloud, and all is Day : 
All Eye, all Ear, the difembody’d Power. 

Death has feign’d Evils, Nature thall not feel; 
Life, Tils fubftantial, Wifdom cannot fhun : 

Is not the mighty Mind, that Son of Heaven 7 
By Tyrant Life dethron’d, imprifon’d, pain’d ? 

By Death enlarg’d, ennobled, Deify’d? | 

Death but entombs the Body; Lfe the Soul. —- 
“© Is Death then Guiltlefs? How He marks his Way - 
‘ With dreadful Wafte, of what deferves to fhine? 
. Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Pow’r !- | 
“ With various Luftres The/é light up the World, 

| “« Which 
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Which Death puts out ; and darkens human Race.” - b 9 
I grant, ‘Lorenzo !, this Indictment juft : 
The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror! 
Death humbles thefe; more.barbarous Life, the man 
Life is the Triumph of oar mouldering Clay 5. 
Death, of the Spirit’ Infinite ! { Divine! |: ‘oe 
Death has no dread but what frail-L7/e imparts. ; 
Nor Life true Joy, but what Kind Death iinprotes: 
No Blifs has Life to boaft, till Death’can give.” 
Far Greater ; Life’s a Debtor. to:the:Grave, - 
Dark Lattice’! ‘letting'in Eternal. Day.: 
Lorenzo | bluth at Fondnefs. fora Lift, . 
Which fends celeftial Souls on errands vile,’ 
-'To.cater for the Senfe ; arid. ferve at Boards;. 
Where every Ranger i the. Wilds, peeps . 
Each Reptile juftly claims:our-upper sieinah 
Luxurious Feaft !-a Soul, a Soul. immortal, 
In all the Dainties.of a Brute. bemir’d ! 
Lorenzo | r bluth: at ‘Ferror for a Death, 
Which gives thee to repofe in feftive Sweies 
Where Nedtars fparkle, Angels minifter, 
And more than Angels fhare, and raife, and crown: 
And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burfts of Blifs. 
O Feaft indeed Luxurious ! Earth, vile Earth-| 
In 
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Th all the Glories of a God array’d. Po, 43 
What need I more? © Death, the Palmis thine, 

TEN welcome, Death! thy dreaded i 
dye, and Difeafe ; Difeafe, tho’ long my Guett ; 
That plucks my Nerves, thofe tender Stringsof Life, 
Which pluckt a little more, will toll the Bell 
. ‘That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; _ 

- Where-feeble Nature-dfops, perhaps, a Tear,” 
While Reafon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate-the-Dead, and crown his tomb - 

With wreath triumphant. ‘Death‘is Victory : 

It binds in chains-the raging Ills of Life :. 

Luft and. Ambition, - Rage and Avarice, 

Drage’d at his chariot wheel, apphud his Power. 

That Ills corrofive, Cares importunate, | 

_ Are not Immortal ‘too, ODaath!-is Thine. 
Our Day of Diffolution ?----Name it right 5 | 
Tis our great Pay-day ; "Tis our Harvett, rich 

And ripe ; what tho” the Sickle, {ometimes keen,’ 

Juft {cars us, as-we reap the golden Grain? 

More than thy Balm, O Gilead! heals the Wound. 

Birth's feeble Cry, and Death's deep difmal Groan; 

Are flender Tributes low-taxt Nature. pays, 

For'mighty Gain: The Gain of each;-a Life! ~ 


But. 


— 


~ 
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Bat O; the Laft the Former fo tranfcends, St Z) 


| Life dies, Compar’d: Life lives beyond the Grave. 

Anp feel I, Death! no joy from thought of Thee? 
Death, the great Counfellor,- who Man infpires, , 
With every nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Death, the Deliverer, who refcues man! 
Death, the Rewarder, who the refcued crowns! 
Death, that abfolves my Birth, a curfe without it! 
Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes; without it, a Chimera! 
Death, of all Pain the Period ; not, of Joy ; 
Joy’s Source, and Subject, ftill fabGift unhurt, 
One in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire, 
Tho’ the four Winds were warring for my Dutt. 
Yes, and fromWinds,and Waves, and central Night, 
Tho’ prifon’d there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature’s proudeft Spheres) 
And live Entire. Death is the Crown of Life ; 
Was Death deny’d, poor Man would live in vain; © 
Was Death deny’d, to live would nat be life ; | 
Was Death deny'd, even Fools would with to die. 
Death wounds, to cure: We fall; we rife ; we reign! 
Spring from our Fetters; faften in the Skies ; 
Where a Eden withers in aur Sight ; 

D _ Death 
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Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 5d 
This King of Terrors is the-Prince of Peace. 
When fhall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death? | 
When fhall I die?—-When fhall I live for ever?’ 


FIN I §, 


